VJt 


Nqisele 

SPIDER 


S 


bITERflRY 


% 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2010  with  funding  from 

Lyrasis  IVIembers  and  Sloan  Foundation 


http://www.archive.org/details/noiselessspider16engl 


LIBRARY 
UNIVERSITY  OF  NEW  HAVEN 

THE  NOISELESS  SPIDER 

Vol.  XVI  Spring  1986 

Statement  of  Editorial  Policy 

The  editorial  board  of  The  Noiseless  Spider  agrees  with  Henry 
Miller  that  the  pangs  of  birth  relate  not  to  the  body  but  to  the 
spirit.  It  was  demanded  of  us  to  know  love,  experience  union 
and  communion,  and  thus  achieve  liberation  from  the  wheel  of 
life  and  death.  But  we  have  chosen  to  remain  this  side  of  Para- 
dise and  to  create  through  art  the  illusory  substance  of  our 
dreams.  In  a  profound  sense  we  are  forever  delaying  the  act.  We 
flirt  with  destiny  and  lull  ourselves  to  sleep  with  myth.  We  die 
in  the  throes  of  our  own  tragic  legends,  like  spiders  caught  in 
our  own  web. 


Published  hi  the  English  Club  of  the  University  of  New  Hai'eii 

©  1986  The  Noiseless  Spider 


EDITORIAL  BOARD 

].  Jay  Guidone 
Jim  Marsh 


ami  the 


ENGLISH  CLUB  MEMBERS 


Cathy  Briggs 

Joie  Bscheider  —  Social  Coordinator 

Marlene  Chaput  —  Treasurer 

J.  Jay  Guidone  —  Editor 

Mie  Kimura 

Ellen  Mains 


Curlyn  George 

Loretta  Lyons 

Jim  Marsh  —  Co-Editor 

Tim  McKittrick  —  President 

Bob  Noivak 

Bob  Paglia  —  Faculty  Advisor 


Table  of  Contents 


Photo  

The  Lonely  Man   

Aphrodite  

Tears  

Good  Time  Blues    

Seasons  of  Change 

Thank  You    

Apartheid   

Photo  

Limits  of  Reality    

Once  a  Friend    

Her 

My  Sanity 

Photo  

Raison  D'etat  (Reason  for  Being) 

Shall  We  Go  Together    

Life  in  Stripes  (Black  &  White)    . 

To  Live  Again 

6/6/85 

Father's  Day  

I  Cannot  Cry    

Photo  

Trying  to  Define    

My  Heart  Aches    

I  Sit  in  Awe    

Individuals  

Photo  

Prison    

Imagine  

And  Then  I  Kissed  Her 


Jerry  Tamburro  1 

John  Scrivnes 2 

J.  Jay  Guidone    3 

Hency  Watt 4 

Steve  Antianani 5 

Craig  Price 6 

J.  Jay  Guidone    7 

Burt  Williams    8 

James  Garbenis    9 

Laura  B.  Cherni 10 

J.  Jay  Guidone    11 

J.  Jay  Guidone    12 

John  Scrivines    12 

James  Garbenis    13 

Suzanne  Sweeney 14 

Laura  B.  Cherni  15 

J.  Jay  Guidone    16 

Jon  Malish 17 

J.  Jay  Guidone    19 

Bernadette  Grieb 19 

Laura  B.  Cherni  20 

James  Garbenis 21 

Bernadette  Grieb 22 

Curly n  George 23 

John  Scrivines    24 

John  Scrivines    24 

James  Garbenis    25 

Laura  B.  Cherni  26 

Peter  J.  Teffet 28 

J.  Jay  Guidone    29 


—Jerry  Tarburro 


The  Lonely  Man 

The  lonely  man  walks, 
slowly,  quietly,  unevenly. 
In  his  solitude, 
there  is  no  one  to  disturb. 
Yet,  he  is  careful. 

The  Gods  are  uprising. 
A  sudden  flash  can  be  seen. 
Lightning! 

Fearfull  of  the  power, 

the  man  cowers  in  his  bed. 

Ignorant  thunder. 
Fierce  lightning. 
Deadened  forest. 

The  savior  has  arrived! 
Silence  falls  over  the  land. 
The  man  is  no  more  afraid. 
Back  to  his  sheltered  life. 

The  lonely  man  walks, 
slowly 


—John  Scrivines 


Aphrodite 


Innocent  eyes 

That  grip  with  their  power, 
And  looks  of  an  angel 

or  a  beautiful  flower 
A  mind  that  is  sharp 

and  wise  to  the  world, 
But  a  soul  that's  pure. 

An  embodiment  of  caring, 
and  sharing  and  love. 

With  the  elegance,  poise, 
and  grace  of  a  dove. 

A  heart  that  is  full  of 

happiness  and  content. 

But  a  will  that  is  almighty. 


—J.  Jay  Guidone 


Tears 

It  is  raining  very  hard. 

The  drops  are  reminiscent  of  the  tears  I  once  shared. 

They  seem  to  take  over  where  my  crying  has  stopped. 

I  remember  all  the  dreams  and  feelings  we  shared 

As  I  try  to  fight  back  a  tear 

As  long  as  you  know 

I  really  care. 

My  love  for  you  will  never  fear. 

I  thought  it  could  be  just  you  and  me, 

but  now  I  see,  it  could  never  be. 

It  was  never  meant  to  be— 

you  and  me, 

me  and  you, 

together  forever! 


— Hency  Watt 


Good  Time  Blues 

The  perfect  life  is  to  be  content, 

In  a  place  you  like,  with  people  you  know. 

Where  no  one  gets  bent 

and  the  mood  is  mellow. 

Where  the  land  looks  nice 
And  the  life  is  free. 
Because  there  is  no  price 
On  them  or  me. 

Sometimes  it  all  moves  too  fast, 
And  you  see  life  slipping  you  by. 
You  never  think  you  are  going  to  last. 
Tomorrow  will  be  the  day  you  die. 

But  then  one  day  you  see  the  sun, 
And  follow  the  wind  to  a  place 
Where  you  know  life's  just  begun. 
When  the  light  feels  warm  on  your  face. 

Then  you  gather  some  friends,  who  play  a  tune. 

And  everyone  sings  along 

'Til  the  sun  becomes  the  moon.     ^ 

And  that's  the  end  of  the  song. 


—Steve  Antignani 


Seasons  of  Change 

We  anxiously  await  the  changing  colors  of  the  world. 

In  the  winter  the  sky  is  so  dreary  and  gray, 

until  the  first  snowfall. 

Then  the  blanket  of  white  makes  everything  bright, 

And  a  certain  calm  settles  all  around. 

As  we  move  into  spring  and  trees  and  flowers  bud, 

YJe  know  another  world  is  about  to  appear 

We  see  green  everywhere. 

And  then  the  warmth  of  summer  creeps  upon  us. 

With  the  sweet  fragrance  of  all  the  flowers  around  us. 

We  enjoy  the  peaceful  blue  skies  and  the  radiant  sun. 

But  almost  without  warning  the  green  of  the  trees 

turns  to  yellow  and  orange,  flowers  fade  away 

And  autumn  suddenly  appears  in  all  its  brilliant  colors. 

And  we  know  once  again  the  cold  and  gray  approaches- 

but  not  to  stay. 


-Craig  Price 


Thank  You 

How  are  you  friend  of  my  youth? 

My  youth  of  trouble. 

My  youth  of  experiences. 

You  were  there  — 

You  held  my  hand— and  meant  it. 

I  never  thanked  you, 

Never  said  "I  love  you  ". 

Never  did. 

You  put  up  with  so  much, 

Yet  asked  for  so  little. 

Only  to  he  near  — 

If  not  physically. 

At  least  mentally. 

That  wasn't  much  to  ask,  I  know. 

Yet  it  was  rarely  granted. 

For  all  those  times 

You  've  entered  my  mind, 

I  thank  you. 

—J.  Jay  Guidone 


Apartheid 

Oh  I  hate  the  thing  called  Apartheid. 

How  I  wish  I  could  change  some  people's  inside. 

I  love  you  my  brother,  so  why  can't  you  love  me  too? 

Cause  God  made  everything  for  both  I  and  you. 

Because  of  the  colour  of  someone's  skin, 
It  can  be  very  hard  to  succeed  or  win. 
Because  of  the  race  of  someone's  kind, 
A  job,  for  them,  can  be  hard  to  find. 

In  these  times  of  white  collar  oppressors. 
And  God's  precious  word  transgressors. 
Who  try  only  to  manipulate  and  segregate. 
And  cause  the  poor  man  to  lose  hope  and  faith. 

Lord  help  them  to  realize  and  see. 

That  you  don't  see  them  as  better  than  anybody. 

For  from  dust  we  all  came. 

And  to  dust  we'll  return  all  the  same. 

Lord  please  help  my  brothers  in  South  Africa, 
Take  care  of  the  status  quo  in  America. 
Wherever  it  may  be  east,  west,  north  or  south 
Please  God,  help  us  to  stamp  apartheid  out. 


—Burt  Williams 
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—James  Garbenis 


The  Limits  of  Reality 

From  the  darkness  from  the  night, 
Separate  one  glowing  light. 
Bring  it  forth  so  I  may  see, 
The  limits  of  reality. 

The  fringes  of  my  mind  expand, 
Embrace  the  dwellers  of  this  land. 
Surround  them  in  a  peaceful  tone. 
My  mind  calls  them  I'm  not  alone. 

Throughout  the  valley  to  the  hills. 
My  mind  welcomes  the  little  thrills. 
A  vial  filled  with  glowing  sparks. 
When  let  loose  fly  like  little  larks. 

The  point  is  fine  don't  push  it  fast. 
The  pain  is  good  don't  make  it  last. 
Give  me  peace  don't  give  me  power. 
Lock  me  fast  inside  a  crystal  tower. 

Keep  me  there  from  hurt  and  sorrow. 
Bind  me  'till  there's  no  tomorrow. 
From  there  I  can  always  see. 
The  limits  of  reality. 


-Laura  B.  Cherni 
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Once  A  Friend 

Friends  for  life, 

or  so  we  thought. 
We  never  quarreled 

never  fought. 
But  when  we  joined, 

or  tried  to  cling, 
It  seemed  that  we'd 

lost  everything. 
]Ne  hardly  talked 

or  shared  what's  deep. 
That  only  put  us 

out  of  reach. 
Maybe  luck  will  change 

these  flaws. 
For  if  they  don't 

We've  lost  it  all. 


—J.  Jay  Guidone 
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Her 

Why  must  this  persistent  torture  flourish? 
No  love  have  I  that's  left  to  nourish. 
For  months  past  point  have  I  endured, 
My  love  for  you  is  unsecured. 
Missed  is  the  freedom  of  days  before. 
When  this  bird  of  prey  was  allowed  to  soar 
Love  from  one  but  not  two, 
Only  leads  to  an  ending  soon. 

J.  Jay  Guidone 


My  Sanity 

Return  to  me 

My  sanity. 

For  it  has  gone  away. 

Put  me  back 

upon  my  track, 

for  I  have  gone  astray. 

The  wind  goes  by, 

The  sea  is  dry. 

Will  they  change  today? 

Yes,  bring  to  me 

My  sanity, 

Or  I  will  stay  this  way. 

—John  Scrivines 
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—James  Garbenis 
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Raison  D'etat  (Reason  for  Being) 

If  today  I'll  ease  one  broken  heart 
Or  wash  away  one's  tear, 
My  life  will  he  much  more  today 
Than  in  those  far  past  years. 

If  today  I'll  make  a  child  laugh 
Or  make  an  elder  smile, 
I'll  feel  a  sadness  for  fellow  men 
Self  engrossed  for  all  this  while. 

If  today  I  help  that  wounded  bird 
In  pain  without  a  sound, 
I'll  turn  one  small  world  right-side  up 
When  it  was  upside  down. 

And  tomorrow  should  I  fall  ill 
With  content,  will  I  die  away. 
For  the  reason  for  being  is  fulfilled 
In  what  I  did 
Today. 


-Suzanne  Sweeney 
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Shall  We  Go  Together 

Shall  we  go  together 

My  love 

You  and  I 

And  search  out  the  questions 

For  which  answers  come  freely 

But  always  in  vain? 

Shall  we  look  for  the  answers 

To  questions  we  don't  even  wish  to  ask, 

Shall  we  find  them 

And  be  satisfied? 

Shall  we  leave  a  trail  behind  us 
Of  smiles  and  warm  hearts 
To  make  our  return 
Warm  and  cheery? 

Shall  we  find  ourselves 
And  each  other 
And  grow  together 
Through  all  times  to  come 
And  more? 

Shall  we  go  together  my  love? 

—Laura  B.  Cherni 
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Life  in  Stripes  (Black  &  White) 

V\le  are  all  prisoners, 
Bound  by  shackles  visible  to  them. 
A  baby  is  freer  in  its  mother's  womb, 
For  the  minute  it  enters  this  world  it 

is  a  slave. 
Life  throughout  is  a  journey  of  service. 
Happiness  is  attained  only  if  performance 

is  outstanding. 
And  then,  is  it  really  happiness  — 

or  just  content? 
Content  that  you  are  safe  — 

for  a  while. 
Until  some  other  servant  takes  your 

place. 
To  finally  gain  true  freedom  one  must 

leave. 
Enter  the  house  of  eternity. 


—J.  Jay  Guidone 
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To  Live  Again 

Black  shadozvs  rested 

Just  behind  the  crystal  orbs. 

They  beckoned  and 

I  ventured  through 

The  twilight, 

Embarking  on  a  journey 

^     Scattered  fragments, 

Shattered  Lives, 

Splattered  images. 
Their  illusive  silhouettes 
Taunted,  slithered,  oozed. 
Eluding  my  grasp. 

I  longed  to  touch  and  hold  the  gossamer  images. 
But  they  receded  into  deeper,  darker  faults 
Leaving  me  to  relentlessly  pursue  the  fallacies 
And  beg  for  rest. 

Somewhere  in  the  darkness. 

Alone  and  weary, 

I  beckoned  time  for  counsel. 

Tell  me, 

I  said. 

What  must  I  do  to  gather  the  fragments, 
to  solidify  the  lives, 
to  unblemish  the  images? 

In  the  vast  expanse 

And  echoes. 

Time  unraveled  the  mystery. 

Search  not  for  these. 
For  they  have  passed 
And  traveled 

Through  the  looking-glass. 
Into  the  black  shadows. 
There  they  will  remain 
Never  to  be  captured  again. 

Instead, 

Rest  in  the  truth. 
Yj  Take  your  leave  there. 

It  is  the  light. 


Accept  pain. 
Take  comfort  there 
For  it  is  growth. 

Float  with  change. 

Take  this  knowledge 

And  build  new  foundations. 

But  I  yearn  to  rest 

Where  I  think  is  best, 

Among  the  black  shadozus. 

Where  there  is  a  place  to 

Gather  space 

And  scattered  dreams, 

Plots  and  schemes, 

Thoughts  of  what  could  have  been. 

Accepting  what  is  weak. 

Content  not  to  seek. 

Living  in  the  dark  and  bleak. 

Time  gently  sighed 
Then  gathered  me  inside. 

Leave  the  place 
Where  you  gather  space. 
Come  rest  in  me 
For  1  am  all  of  these: 

Truth,  Pain,  and  Change. 

Cling  tightly  to  my  vessel 
As  we  slowly  travel 
Through  the  black  shadows. 
Twilight, 
Crystal  orbs. 

And  when 

Our  journey  finally  ends 
You  will  have  learned  much 
My  friend: 

Feelings, 
Emotions, 
Love, 
Devotion, 
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And  how  to  LIVE  again.  —Jon  Malish 
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On  the  soft  sand, 

Engulfed  in  star  speckled  darkness. 
Two  bodies  are  entwined 

in  the  folds  of  a  blanket. 
The  moon  is  ablaze 

as  it  sits  on  the  horizon. 
While  time  is  forgotten 

The  tide  creeps  up 

and  tickles  our  toes, 
And  the  gulls  edge  nearer 

feeling  the  serenity. 
A  captured  moment 

which  cannot  be  recreated— 
But  only  remembered. 

—J.  Jay  Guidone 


Father's  Day 

My  dad  has  time  for  gardening. 

My  dad  has  time  for  friends. 

My  dad  is  always  working. 

His  duties  never  end. 

My  dad  has  time  for  parties. 

My  dad  has  time  for  TV, 

My  dad  has  time  for  important  things 

But  has  no  time  for  me. 


— Bernadette  Grieb 
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/  Cannot  Cry 

I  could  write 
A  thousand  years, 
Cry  out  with  words 
But  shed  no  tears. 

This,  I  fear 
Is  not  the  worst, 
I  pray  to  weep 
I  cried  at  first. 

But  now  they're  gone, 
host  in  my  mind. 
I  know  not  when. 
Tears  I  will  find. 

I  am  confused. 
Please  tell  me  why. 
I  try  so  hard. 
But  I  cannot  cry. 

—Laura  B.  Cherni 
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—James  Garbenis 
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Trying  to  Define 

I'm  trying  to  define 
The  comers  of  your  mind. 
To  unlock  all  the  doors 
And  eagerly  explore 
Most  of  the  content- 
Past,  present,  spent. 

What  pieces  of  time 

Do  you  keep  locked  away  in  your  mind? 

Is  there  sadness  and  pain? 

The  dragons  you  've  slain  ? 

Some  childhood  laughter? 

A  happily-ever-after? 

Is  love  in  there  too? 

I  haven't  a  clue 

What  I  might  find 

In  the  comers  of  your  mind. 

Darkness  and  fear, 

Unshed  tears. 

Anger  and  spite. 

Things  that  go  bump-in-the  night. 

Are  there  burdens  you  bear? 

Worry?  Despair? 

Want  to  be  a  millionare? 

Tell  me. 

I  care. 

What's  going  on  in  there! 

— Bernadette  Grieb 
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My  Heart  Aches 

It  was  so  wonderful  being  with  you 

and  getting  to  know  you. 
We  met  and  fell  in  love,  at  least  I  fell 

in  love. 
Why  did  you  allow  me  to  fall  in  love 

with  you? 
If  you  knew  you  did  not  really  want  me, 
Tell  me,  why  does  it  have  to  end. 
Why  does  my  heart  have  to  ache  so  much. 
This  pain  I  feel  will  remain  within  me 

and  turn  into  a  scar 
A  scar  that  will  never  be  removed. 
As  each  day  passes  by  I  love  you  even 

more. 
Love  is  a  beautiful  feeling  but  it  hurts 

too  much. 
I  want  to  stop  the  pain  I  feel  and 
Feel  the  wonderful  feelings  of  love. 
Please  stop  this  unwanted  love  that 

grows  within  me. 

— Curlyn  George 
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I  Sit  in  Awe 

I  sit  in  awe  of  the  universe, 
My  feet  danling  from  a  cloud, 
With  you  on  my  mind, 
I  cannot  govern  my  state. 
But  with  you  in  my  soul, 
I  can  conquer  the  galaxy. 
Evil  can  still  prevail. 
But  goodness  and  love  can 
Still  be  a  dream. 
Onward  to  the  future. 
The  battle  is  at  hand. 

—John  Scrivines 

Individuals 

This  place  is  driving  me  crazy 
They  tell  us  we  are  individualists 
But  we  have  to  unite  to  keep  this. 
How  can  this  be  possible? 
Individuals  uniting  to  be  "Individuals" , 
No  sense  involved. 

We  have  equal  rights— 

and  a  say  in  our  government. 

Who  asks  me? 

I'm  never  consulted. 

The  decisions  of  a  few 

rule  my  life. 

Is  this  any  different  than  anywhere  else? 


—John  Scrivines 
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—James  Garbenis 
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Prison 

Through  the  steel  bars  I  can  see  the  gray  brick  wall.  The  dimly 
lit  hall  beyond  my  cell  is  empty  of  any  sound  or  sensation.  A 
sunken  mattress  upon  a  frame  and  a  splintered  wooden  chair  stare 
me  down  with  looks  that  kill.  No  mercy  is  offered  in  their  glances 
of  cruelty.  They  utter  not  a  spoken  word  and  yet  they  scream  out 
"confinement"  with  their  presence.  An  abandoned  cobweb  deco- 
rates the  eastern  corner  of  my  habitation.  Not  even  a  spider  could 
find  this  space  agreeable. 

A  gigantic  crack  which  zigzags  from  the  restricting  ceiling  to 
the  cold  floor  tile  offers  the  only  diversion  from  the  scope  of 
dullness.  A  bit  of  blue  fuzz  is  my  one  treasured  possession.  I 
bring  it  out  of  my  pocket  everyday  and  admire  its  beautiful 
color.  It  hurts  my  eyes  at  first,  but  once  they  grow  accustomed 
to  it,  I  wonder  at  it  for  hours  at  a  time. 

If  I  stand  on  the  corner  of  my  bedframe  and  lean  up  against 
the  door  and  stretch,  I  can  peer  down  the  hall  to  another  set  of 
bars.  A  silhouette  lives  in  that  cell.  I  cannot  say  for  certain  if 
there  is  a  man,  but  I  know  that  there  is  a  silhouette  because  I've 
seen  it  a  few  times.  It  sits  very  still  and  doesn't  do  anything  too 
spectacular,  although  it  sighs  quite  well.  I've  asked  the  silhou- 
ette its  name  several  times  and  tried  to  ask  it  some  questions, 
but  it's  not  a  very  good  conversationalist.  In  fact,  I  don't  think  it 
speaks  at  all— the  only  noises  I've  heard  coming  from  it  are 
sobs. 

Every  so  often.  Freedom  comes  to  pay  a  visit.  It  creeps  in 
between  the  rusted  bars  and  quietly  slithers  down  the  wall  and 
waits  patiently  until  it  captures  my  attention.  It's  always  good  to 
see  Freedom.  We  chat  like  old  friends  will,  and  we  reminisce 
about  the  past  and  how  much  time  we  used  to  spend  together. 
We  always  make  it  a  point  to  let  each  other  know  how  much  we 
miss  each  other's  company.  Freedom  whispers  secrets  to  me  of 
the  wind  on  my  face  and  the  sun  on  my  eyes.  It  talks  to  me  of 
rain  and  roUercoasters  and  of  sidewalks  and  laughter.  Freedom 
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has  such  a  way  with  words;  I  am  content  simply  to  be  the  lis- 
tener. Besides,  nothing  I  could  tell  Freedom  could  compare  with 
the  stories  it  relates  to  me  with  such  expression.  I  sometimes 
wonder  if  the  silhouette  down  the  hall  hears  Freedom. 

Freedom  beckons  me  to  follow  it  back  out  through  the  nar- 
row passage  of  my  cell,  but  somehow  I  cannot  squeeze  through. 
Its  departures  are  always  the  same— it  stands  outside  my  cell, 
just  beyond  the  bars  and  calls  to  me  to  squash  my  body  just  a 
little  bit  more.  I  try  and  try,  but  my  attempts  are  in  vain.  I  glance 
up  on  my  struggle  to  realize  that  Freedom  has  once  again  left 
me.  I  cry  out  for  its  return,  but  I  am  left  with  only  a  brick  wall  to 
comfort  me. 


—Laura  B.  Cherni 
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Imagine 

Try  to  imagine: 

Loss  without  gain, 
Love  without  pain, 
Rich  without  poor. 

Try  to  imagine: 

Peace  without  war, 
Less  without  more. 
Sick  without  cure. 

Try  to  imagine: 

Life  without  death. 
Length  without  breadth. 
Future  without  yore. 

Try  to  imagine. 
Try  to  see. 
That  without  one. 
The  other  can't  be  .  .  . 

-Peter  J.  Tefft 
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And  Then  I  Kissed  Her 

I  went  down  to  the  beach 

with  a  girl  I  knew  from  school 
We  talked  about  our  pasts 

and  the  things  we  held  as  rules. 
We  talked  about  our  future 

and  the  things  we  planned  to  do, 
But  most  of  all  we  talked 

because  we'd  found  somebody  neiv. 
Her  need  was  for  companionship 

someone  to  hear  her  out. 
Someone  who  knew  to  smile 

and  someone  who  knew  to  pout. 
I  lay  my  lips  upon  her  face 

and  kissed  her  rosy  cheek 
And  it  was  then  and  there  I  realized 

I'd  found  the  one  I'd  seeked. 
Our  bodies  glowed  with  radiance  under 

the  moon  lit  sky, 
And  when  our  lips  met  face  to 

face  I  heard  a  little  cry. 
The  sun  was  coming  up 

and  the  moon  was  going  down. 
We  stared  into  the  vastness 

while  lying  on  the  ground. 
I  guess  it's  time  to  go  she  said 

our  bodies  craving  rest, 
And  then  she  looked  me  in  the 

eye  and  said  I'd  passed  the  test. 
And  then  I  kissed  her 

I  kissed  her  on  the  beach 
And  then  I  kissed  her 

Oh,  the  stars  seem  now  in  reach. 
And  then  I  kissed  her  .  . 

—J.  Jay  Guidone 
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A  noiseless  patient  spider^ 

I  mark'd  where  on  a  little  promontory  it 

stood  isolated, 
Mark'd  how  to  explore  the  vacant  vast 

surrounding. 
It  launched  forth  filament,  filament, 

filament,  out  of  itself 
Ever  unreeling  them,  ever  tirelessly 

speeding  them. 
And  you  O  my  soul  where  you  stand. 
Surrounded,  detached,  in  measureless 

oceans  of  space. 
Ceaselessly  musing,  venturing,  throwing 

seeking  the  spheres  to  connect  them. 
Till  the  bridge  you  will  need  be  form'd, 

till  the  ductile  anchor  hold. 
Till  the  gossamer  thread  you  fling 

catch  somewhere,  O  my  soul, 

Walt  Whitman 


